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and tongues were blistered. It was not that water was scarce
but there was no way of organizing the supply. If an attempt
were made to give a glass of water to one dying, a hundred be-
seeching hands, young and old, were outstretched. To such
a crowd a bucketful was a mere drop, and the bucket would
as often as not be spilt by those who frantically snatched at it
before it could reach those who most needed it. The suffering
was infinitely too great to cope with. One tried one's best to re-
assure the crowd, but they would only weep and clutch our
arms and kiss our hands; women clung round the officers'
knees beseeching to be allowed to board the next ship, and
offering all the money they had for a ticket. In vain one
assured them they did not need any tickets, and that the next
ship would not be the last. They were mad with fear and would
not understand. Even some of the Turkish soldiers were
moved to pity. One Turk told me it " made his heart ache "
to see them. The Turkish soldiers were naturally callous of
human life as men are who have had fourteen years of war,
but although they did murderous things one moment they were
tender the next. I saw a Turk who had stoned a man to death
in the water, throw himself upon a fallen child and
protect it with his bodly from being trampled at the
gate. They were not,, on the whole, as cruel as they
might have been. They had crossed a country laid
waste by the Greeks, where Turkish villages had been
burnt and Turkish women and children massacred The
stories each told of the other made it difficult to take any part,
but I saw Turkish soldiers exercise restraint and sometimes
pity, and once when a Turkish officer caught a soldier robbing
the refugees he beat him over the head in sight of all the mob
until his cane broke, and then used another.

After the third day had passed in this way, a British cruiser
steamed into the harbour. She was the flagship of Admiral
Nicholson. The Commodore, my host, signalled to him that
I was on board; a reply signal invited me to lunch. The
Admiral, whom I had never seen before, started off by telling me
that I had no right to be where I was, that I ought not to be in
Smyrna at all, that my job wasn't a woman's job and that * , *